Master, Mine 


Author: AFieldWithoutAName 


Bands: Foo Fighters, Megadeth 


Characters: Taylor Hawkins, Dave Mustaine, Glen Drover 


Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Nov 05 2014 03:38:52 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 
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"Master!" He squealed in delight. 

The little blonde was laying across his bed, reading a magazine, wearing nothing but a pale pink pair of booty 
shorts, when his Master opened the door and introduced a friend. Another little blonde. Glen scooted off the 
bed and ran across the room to stand in front of him. 

"His name is Taylor and | brought him for you to play with." 


"Really?" 


Taylor stood in t-shirt and loose cargo pants, with his hands cuffed behind his back and a bit gag in his mouth. 
A thick, black leather collar sat exquisitely around his neck and attached by a shining silver clasp was a black 


leather lead. 


"Yes. You've been a very, very good boy, Glen Now," the Master continued as he unclasped the lead. "he's a 
little shy. | trust you will be very welcoming and make Taylor feel at home." 


"Oh, yes! | will. Master, he's very pretty. Thank you!" 

"You're welcome." 

"May | show you my thanks, Sir?" 

Master smiled and petted Glen's hair. "Perhaps later." 

Taylor whined and shifted his weight, his eyes were wide, staring at Glen. 

"IFs okay. Glen will be very, very good to you." Master smiled. He gave Taylor's temple a quick kiss. 

As he turned toward the door, Glen did his own whining. "Master!" 

"Oh, of course. Come here, little one." 

Master wrapped his arms around his little pet and sealed his lips against Glen's, giving him a long, deep kiss. He 
bent Glen backwards, holding him tightly in his arms as Glen circled his arms around Master's neck. When he 
set Glen upright, he smiled and pressed another small kiss to the pet's forehead. 

"I love you, Master." 

"And | love you. Now, make Taylor presentable and bring him to my room in one hour." 

"Yes, Sir." 

Leaving the two pets, Master made his way down the long hallway of his gargantuan mansion. It was called 
Terrazza Sul Mare. Sitting against the bank of the bay with a very large terrace that led right up to the 
water's edge, it was Mediterranean Revival, or Venetian Gothic. Or so his realtor called it. Master did not care 
for labels. To him, it was bright during the day and dark, oh so dark, during the night. That is all he needed to 
know. Also, it had a very large, very dry basement. This was important as well. The six bedrooms, five 
bathrooms, gourmet kitchen, theater room, and large pool were of little importantance to him. However, they 
pleased his pet. 

Master retired to his bedroom and immediately lifted his hat from his head. He shook out his long, thick, red 
waves of hair, letting it topple down against his shoulders and beyond. He discarded his jacket as well. Master 


wore tight black trousers of heavy cotton twill, a black and grey striped silk button down shirt beneath a black 
leather waistcoat. He moved to the sidebar that sat beside the large bow-front window. After pouring himself 


a snifter of cognac, he sat down in the large, deep green leather winged back chair that sat in front of the 


window. 

As the sun began to set, dark clouds rolled in and a clap of thunder could be heard in the distance. No, it was 
not unusual to get sudden thunderstorms at this time of year. Spring was slowly starting to emerge from the 
melting frost. Along with it, came the rains. Along with it, came rebirth and the propensity to start anew. 

The thunder grew closer as, down the hall, Glen slowly unbuckled the collar around Taylor's neck 

"You are most beautiful, Taylor. We will have so much fun!" 


Taylor squirmed and growled, his eyes never leaving Glen's face. 


| know you are frightened. | promise nothing bad will happen to you here. Master is a good man. A wise man. 
You'll see." 


With a hand wrapped around Taylor's upper arm, Glen led him to his vanity table. 
"Sit down, please. | would like to brush out your beautiful hair.’ 


In doing so, Glen would need to remove the bit gag. As he started to unbuckle it from around Taylor's head, he 
met the other's stare in the mirror. 


"Will you promise me not to scream when | take this off? | promised you that no harm would come to you. 


You do believe me, don't you?" Glen purred as he stroked his fingers down the back of Taylor's head. 
When Taylor gave a slow, hesitant nod, Glen smiled at him. 


"Good! Remember, Master is right down the hall. He will be very disappointed in both of us if he should have 


to come back here for any reason" 

Taylor's liquid amber eyes flickered with fear over Glen's veiled threat. Slowly, Glen unbuckled the strap and 
pulled the gag away. Taylor let out a soft grunt and moved his jaw back and forth a couple times. When he 
didn't make another sound, Glen smiled and, again, pet the soft, smooth blonde hair of the other man. 

"Good boy." 


"Why?" Taylor whispered. 


"Why what, my darling?" Glen was still smiling when he picked up his brush and started tending to the knots in 
Taylor's hair. 


"Why have | been brought here? What is happening?" 


"Master has brought you for me. You will be mine.” 

"But | don't want to be yours. | have a life. This is kidnapping.” 

"You will have a good life here. Soon, you will see you won't want to leave." 
"Then let that be my choice." 


"You will get to choose. Eventually." Glen smiled, meeting Taylor's gaze in the mirror again. "Tell me, if you do 


not understand why you are here and you want to leave, why do you not fight?" 

"My hands are tied behind my back and you said the master would hurt me." 

"Master." 

"What?" 

"Not the master. Master. Like it's his first name." 

"Oh." 

"You're very beautiful” 

"Thank you." Taylor quietly said. A tinge of pink spread across his cheeks. 

Glen didn't speak but silently took in the fact that, through the mirror, Taylor's eyes were roaming over his 
body. He took the brush to Taylor's hair and gently worked out the knots, leaving it silky soft. It just skimmed 
his shoulders and Glen tucked some strands behind Taylor's ear. 

"Would you stand for me now?" 

Glen held the other by the upper arm and helped him stand. Taylor stood about an inch or two taller than Glen 
and was thinner. His body was thin and lanky compared to Glen's thicker, more compact body. The two seemed 
to compliment one another in that regard. Glen could see why Master had chosen him. His blonde hair was 
golden, sun-kissed whereas Glen's was richer, a sweet honey color sometimes appearing as light brown instead 
of blonde. Taylor had round, warm, amber eyes with flecks of dark green Glen's were a gorgeous blue which 


appeared to change in shade, ranging from a bright, ice blue to a smoldering, dark violet. 


He left Taylor standing in the middle of his bedroom while Glen went to his chest of drawers. He dug around 
until he found a tiny pair of black lace boy shorts. A loud crack of thunder made him jump and gasp. 


Returning to Taylor, he held them up by hooking them around his index fingers. "These are a little too tight on 


me, I'm afraid. | think they might be perfect on you." 

"You want to put those on me?" 

"Yes" 

"Glen." Now Taylor fidgeted again. His glance shot toward the door. 


‘It will be okay, Taylor. | promise. Now, let's get these awful pants off" He held the shorts in one hand as he 
worked Taylor's button and fly open. 


When Taylor tried to hop away from him, Glen looked up into his face. 
"Hey, don't do that." 

"Undo the cuffs, please?" 

| can't do that. | don't have a key. Only Master has the key." 

"Did he kidnap you, too?" 

"You are not kidnapped" 

| don't want to do this!" For the first time, Taylor raised his voice. 
Immediately, a hand met his cheek in a loud, jolting slap. "Please don't make me do that again, Taylor." 
He recoiled and whined but Glen merely held him still. 

"l said lets get these awful pants off" 

Taylor moved away again and received another slap across the face for it. 


"Please, Taylor." Glen was distressed. He didn't want to hurt the precious toy. "It will be better for both of us 
if you behave." 


"Both? What will happen to you?" 


Glen gave him a pleading expression, eyebrows arched, eyes giving an urgent plea, the corners of his mouth 


turned down. But it didn't stop the other man from bolting toward the door. 


In one fluid motion, he turned his back to the door, finding the knob with his cuffed hands. As Glen lunged for 


him, Taylor brought a knee up and caught him square in the groin. Glen groaned and doubled over, hands 


clutching between his legs. 

"MASTER!" Glen screamed as he straightened and started after the drummer. 

At once, Master appeared in the hall and caught Taylor around the waist, picking him up and slamming him 
down onto the floor, on his back. Taylor howled as the wind was knocked from his lungs and Master kept a 
boot over his neck. 

"What is going on, Glen? Did he get away from you?" 

"Yes, Master, but - " 

"Silence! Pick him up and bring him into my room." 

Glen watched his Master turn his back on him and walk into his room. He quickly picked Taylor up and squeezed 
his upper arm as he shoved him into the room. Immediately, Master wrapped another collar around the taller 
blonde's neck. He walked Taylor to the middle of the room and pulled a chain down from a series of pulleys in 
the ceiling. Clipping it to the ring at the back of the collar, he told Taylor to stand still. Master bent down and 
attached steel cuffs around Taylor's ankles. Glen, meanwhile, had shed his shorts and climbed up onto Master's 
large bed. He lay on his stomach, spreading his limbs out. Already, he was mewling and sniffling. 

"Master, please." He whispered. 

Master ignored his little pet and busied himself attaching thick, metal cuffs to each of Glen's wrists and ankles. 
Once he was finished, he strode past Taylor, who frantically glanced from Glen to Master. At the large, 
ornately carved wardrobe in the corner of the room, Master took a skeleton key from his pocket and unlocked 
the doors. He studied the contents for a moment. Master chose a long, thin cane and a red PVC flogger. 

He stopped along side of Taylor and looked at his face. "You caused this to happen" 


Taylor whined and squirmed, leaning away from Master. "Please don't hurt me." 


"Oh, I'm not going to hurt you. I'm going to hurt him." Master flicked the cane toward Glen, who lay on the bed, 
softly crying. 


Master approached Glen. He gently pet his hair and kissed his cheek. 
"You understand why this is happening, don't you, pet?" 
"Yes, Master." Glen choked out. 


"Good" 


Master gave Glen a savage beating. The cane left red marks all over the little blonde's back and ass and thighs. 
Glen blubbered and whined but never asked Master to stop. With the flogger, Master whipped Glen, leaving 
lashes and welts up and down his body. 

Taylor watched in horror. Slowly, he began to feel shame and sorrow over his behavior. Sorrow for Glen taking 
the punishment for his behavior. This was a fucked up situation he's found himself in. Kidnapped, treated like an 
object, like a toy, for this redheaded madman who clearly had the other little blonde brainwashed. Taylor 
grunted and started to thrash against the cuffs and the collar around his neck 

"Taylor, please don't." Glen cried. 

Master whipped Glen more. 

It was only when Taylor grew still again that Master stopped. 

"Why are you doing this?!" Taylor yelled. 

Angry hazel eyes flicked toward him before Master picked up the cane again. He beat Glen's thighs and calves. 
"Stop it! Stop hitting him!" Taylor screamed. 


Glen sobbed. "Taylor, don't. Please don't” 


Master continued. Taylor grew more agitated. Glen fought to stay still and silent and failed. His sobbing made 


Taylor wince. 
Finally, Taylor blurted out, "MASTER, PLEASE STOP!" 


Master had the flogger raised over his head. Glen's mewling and crying grew quiet. Master lowered the flogger 


and immediately went to Glen 


"My darling! Oh, my sweet darling boy." He cooed softly and gently ran his hand over Glen's sweat drenched 


hair. 
He unclasped the cuffs around Glen's wrists and ankles. Master slowly helped Glen bend his limbs. 
"Stay like that, sweet angel. Please, don't move." 


Master passed Taylor, ignoring him altogether, and returned to the wardrobe. He drew out tubes of lotions and 
salves. Master stopped beside Taylor. 


"Will you help make Glen comfortable?" 


Taylor hesitated, weary eyes darted between Master and the poor, whimpering boy on the bed 

"Pull another stunt and it will be you getting it next." Master warned. 

The taller blonde swallowed and nodded. 

Master unhooked the chain from the collar and then unlocked the cuffs from around Taylor's wrists and 
ankles. He showed Taylor how to apply the soothing creams to Glen's wounds. The little blonde groaned and 
hissed as hands caressed him and the cream did its job. 

"Take him back to his room and stay with him. Make him comfortable tonight." Master told Taylor. 

As Taylor helped Glen to stand, he watched Master turn away and begin to undress. He unbuttoned the leather 
vest and shrugged out of it, dropping it on the chair near the window. Master pulled his silk shirt out of his 
pants and undid the buttons. As he peeled it off, his broad shoulders and back were revealed to Taylor, who 
gasped. Master's back was littered with deep lines and scars. 

"Go. Hurry." Glen hissed. 

In Glen's room, it was Taylor who closed the door. Glen lay on his stomach on the large bed. 

"Please lay down with me, Taylor." 

He had a growing empathy toward the other. Taylor picked up the little black shorts that still lay abandoned on 
the floor from earlier. He pulled off his clothes, which he knew was symbolic of his most recent decisions. 
Pulling on the lace shorts, he caught himself in the mirror, looking into his own eyes. 


"I told you they would look good on you." 


With a soft smile, Taylor climbed into bed with Glen. He lay stiffly on his back, putting as much space as 


possible between he and Glen. 
"| don't understand what just happened." 


"Yes, you do. If you didn't understand it, you wouldn't have asked Master to stop. Thank you, by the way." Glen 
softly smiled. 


"But why do you let it happen?" 
"Because he is Master." 


"| don't think | can see it the way you do." 


"You will” Glen slowly extended his hand to touch Taylor's shoulder. "And | will always be at your side, guiding 
you." 


"Why?" 
"Because | want to." 


The fingers found Taylor's cheek and gently caressed it. Glen was happy when Taylor moved his face into Glen's 
touch. 


"Please don't be scared. There is nothing here to be afraid of" 
"But he beat youl” 
"So? | trust Master. | am not afraid of him. Never afraid of him." 


Taylor found himself scooting closer to Glen and gently touching his back. "What were all the scars on 
Master?" 


"He was not always Master." 
"Is that why you wanted me? So you could be a master to someone?" 


"No! No, | will never be your master. | wanted you so that | could have a friend and Master wanted you, too, 


so that we could share our love with someone" 
"Do you really love him?" 

"Absolutely. Very much 

"And you believe he really loves you?" 

"| know Master loves me. He is very good to me. 

"How? How can he be good to you when he beats you and makes you cry?" 

"It is how it must be. It is how | want it" 

'Glen." Taylor scowled 

He continued to stroke and pet the other's bare skin, fingers lightly dancing over the welts and wounds. 


Glen purred softly. He slowly turned onto his side and gave Taylor his back. "That feels good. Thank you." 


The other man moved closer, now using both hands to gently rub Glen's back. Soon, he moved closer still, also 
turning on his side and carefully wrapping his arms around Glen. He knew he shouldn't do it. Taylor knew this is 


not a place he wanted to be. But he felt responsible for Glen. He felt endeared to him. He felt attracted to him. 
When the smaller man purred and tentatively pressed back against him, Taylor laid a kiss to Glen's neck. 

‘lm sorry | got you hurt." 

"Thank you." Glen murmured before he yawned. 

Hours passed and Taylor lay, wide awake, with the other in his arms. Several times, he glanced toward the 
door, wondering if he could escape. If he should escape. There was nothing waiting for Taylor outside. No family, 
no friends, no lover. He was alone in the world and that, he realized, is probably why Master had chosen him. 


Outside, Taylor had freedom. Inside these walls, Taylor had found a friend. With a resigning sigh, he clutched 


Glen closer and pushed his face into the other's hair. 


Taylor was awoken by something tickling his stomach. Half-asleep, he lightly slapped at whatever it was. He 
heard a soft giggle and felt a hand rub him through those thin shorts. He moaned and pushed himself into the 
hand. And then it was a warm, wet mouth suckling him through the shorts. 


"Yes." He sighed. 


When the shorts were suddenly tugged from his body, Taylor gasped and sat up. His eyes opened and found 
Glen between his legs. 


"Let me, please?" 

His amber eyes shot toward the door. It was still closed. Swallowing around his dry mouth, Taylor nodded. Glen 
gave him a happy grin before lowering his mouth to Taylor's limp cock. He inhaled sharply and closed his eyes. 
The other man definitely knew how to please. 

Afterward, Glen showed Taylor how to work the shower in his ensuite. He provided him with a thick, white 
terrycloth robe to wrap up in when he came out of the shower. In the bedroom, Glen rummaged through 
more of his clothes to find something suitable or Taylor. 

"Glen?" 


He turned around the find the taller blonde standing in the doorway, hair hanging over his face in wet tendrils. 


"Yes?" 


"If | decide to stay, will | get my own bedroom?" 
"You don't like bunking with me?" His blue eyes twinkled as he grinned. 
"No, | do.. | mean, | guess. But | have nothing. Nothing left to call my own. | don't even have clothes." 


Glen felt the other's sadness. "If we ask Master, perhaps he will bring some of your old belongings here for 


you. | have a few things from my previous life” 
At that, Taylor perked up. "Like what? What did you do before?" 
Glen beamed with pride when he said, “I played guitar" 

"I'm a drummer!" 

"| know" 

‘Will he let us play together?" Taylor asked, sounding hopeful 


"Perhaps if we are good." Glen paused. "I found a few things of mine that might fit you. Or at least not be too 
big on you. You're a lot thinner than me." He dropped his eyes and blushed. "I think you're really gorgeous." 


Taylor found himself melting over Glen's kindness and his awkward blush. He wandered over to Glen and put his 


arms around the shorter man. 
"I think you're gorgeous, too. Glen, can | be honest with you?" 
"Of course. Please." He replied as he hugged Taylor in return. 


"| don't know what | am supposed to do. | do not wish to be someone's pet but | find myself happy to be 


around you. Leave with me. Let's run away.” 

Glen immediately pulled away from Taylor. "No! No, | want to be here with Master! We love each other very 
much! No, that is out of the question and, if you bring it up again, | will tell Master. | am going to take a 
shower." 

Glen caught himself and he glanced from Taylor to the door. 


The other man caught his glance. "If you came out of the shower and | was gone, would you be upset?" 


"Very." 


"| will stay. For you." 


"Thank you." 


Master watched from the window as his pets played together in the pool. He was growing rather fond of 
Taylor. He was good for Glen. Glen needed a companion, someone with whom he could share things, someone 
who would be his equal. Master smiled when Glen wrapped his arms around Taylor's neck and kissed him. He 
knew his pets were sleeping together on those nights when Master did not beckon Glen. And he refrained from 
ordering Glen to his bedroom for just that reason. Master wanted the two of them to grow close. 


Tonight, however, Master intended on beckoning both of them. He wanted to break Taylor in properly. 


Master wandered out onto the expansive patio, dressed in his trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves 


rolled up. He squinted into the sun as he drew on his sunglasses and tied his hair back 
‘Master! It is so beautiful today! Won't you come in the water?" Glen smiled. 


He pulled himself out of the pool and hurried up to the redhead. He placed a kiss on Master's cheek. Taylor 
shyly followed, shaking the water from his hair. 


"Taylor, how are you finding everything?" 
"Just fine, Master. Thank you." 
"Glen has been very welcoming?" 


"Oh, yes! Yes, he has. Thank you, Sir." Taylor blushed, his glance shooting toward Glen and then back to the 


smooth, warm pavers beneath his bare feet. 

"| would like it very much if you both accompanied me into the basement this evening." 
"Oh, Master! Yes! Yes! Thank youl" Glen erupted in joy. 

Taylor gave a confused glance to them both. 


"Don't worry, pet. It won't be anything that you won't enjoy. After dinner, you will both shower and dress 


appropriately and meet me in the basement at nine o'clock." 
"Yes, Sir." 


Taylor stood in the middle of the room, looking at himself in the mirror. He looked good. His skin was bronzed. 


He had put on five or ten pounds because Master was an excellent chef and he hadn't been able to take his 
bike out. His hair had grown an inch or two and he kept his beard trimmed short because that's how Glen liked 
it. 

The shorter man approached and wourd his arms around Taylor's waist from behind. 

"You're gorgeous." He murmured before laying a kiss on Taylor's shoulder. 

"Thank you. Glen, I'm nervous. | don't want to see you go through all of that pain again" 

"We can ask Master to blindfold you." 

"Glen," Taylor turned to face him. "I'm being serous." 

"So am |." 

The taller blonde sighed and rolled his eyes. 

"Taylor, | like the pain. Haven't you figured that out yet? It feels good. It hurts but it's a good kind of hurt." 
"He will do it to me, too?" 

If you desire it" 

"| dont" 

"Then he will do it to me and you will watch again" 

| can't watch you getting beaten!" 


Glen merely smiled and leaned up to kiss his companion. After he squirmed from Taylor's embrace, Glen turned 


to his drawers. 


"Will you wear these for me?" He asked, holding up a pair of tiny, white lycra shorts. "I love the way your ass 


looks in them." 

"This is what Master considers dressed appropriately?" He took them from Glen and held them up. 

"Yes." 

Taylor gave his first smile since dinner. He moved around Glen and started to rummage through the drawer. 


"Then | must insist you wear these." He held up a pair of shimmery red boxer briefs. 


The boys dressed each other. As Glen turned toward the door, excited to show Taylor what went on in the 


basement, he was caught by the wrist. 

"I'm nervous.” Taylor told him. 

"My darling, you'll be fine! Master will be kind to you, | promise." Glen purred as he wrapped his arms around 
the taller man. “And just think, later, | will bring you back up here and take good care of you. | will lay you 
down and run my hands all over your beautiful body, making you feel all better.” 

"So then he is going to hurt me?" 

"Maybe just a little." 

"Glen." Taylor whined. 

"You might discover that you like it" Glen gave him a quick kiss and then opened the door. 

Holding Taylor's hand, he led the blonde the through the house and down to the basement. 

The floor was covered with a deep pile, burgundy carpet. The walls were painted a soothing light grey. In the 
middle of the floor stood a table not unlike a massage table, with cuffs attached. On the far wall was a 
pegboard where several floggers, whips, and paddles hung. 

Taylor paused in the doorway, his chest heaving as he took in all the sights. 

Under the basement window sat a low chest of draws which was stained dark with black wrought iron 
hardware. Next to it, bolted into the wall were a steel collar and four cuffs. Against the other wall sat an 
oversized, deep red tufted divan with carved wooden legs, upon which sat two black satin gowns. Next to the 
divan was a table with an assortment of creams and oils. In the last corner, beside the staircase, was a raised 
section of floor, about eight or ten inches higher than the rest, and still covered in the deep red carpet. On 
top of the riser sat a large chair. Throne, actually. It had low, wide, ornately carved legs and arms and a very 
tall back. The seat and back cushions were upholstered in red velvet. 

Taylor whined and clutched Glen's hand tighter. 


"Glen." 


"I know. | know, sweetheart, but it's gonna be fine. | promise you." 


Two 
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At nine o'clock on the dot, the pair heard footsteps on the stairs. Glen and Taylor were already kneeling on the 
carpet in the middle of the floor, hands joined and heads obediently down, 


Glen gave Taylor's hand a squeeze and whispered, "You'll be fine." 


Master smiled when he saw his pets waiting for him. He stepped up in front of them and examined Glen and 
Taylor. Their holding hands was sweet and Master's heart expanded. 


Through his long blonde hair that hung over his eyes, Taylor snuck a peek at the redhead. He wore heavy black 
boots and crisp, stiff black trousers which outlined his body perfectly. That was all Taylor could see without 
daring to lift his head. 

"You did well, Glen. Master is pleased" 

"Thank you, Sir." 

"Please go to the board and pick something." 

"Yes, Sir." 

Glen pulled his hand from Taylor, who gave a soft whine, and stood, He walked across the soft carpet, enjoying 
the way it felt against his bare feet. While Glen was picking out a toy, Master gently touched Taylor's chin to 


raise his face. He softly smiled at the small blonde. 


"Everything we do down here, we do with love in our hearts and compassion in our hands. Do you understand 


that?" 

Taylor's expression faltered for a moment. He swallowed and whispered, "Yes, Sir.” 
"Louder, please. Make me believe you, Taylor." 

"Yes, Sir.” 


"Good boy. Now," He smiled when Glen returned and placed a long, black leather paddle in Master's hands and 


then rejoined Taylor on the floor. "Glen has chosen a word, or words as the case may be, to say to me when 
he has reached a limit, whether it be physical or mental or spiritual. And that word is?" He held a hand out to 
Glen. 


"Banana pancakes.” Glen proudly said. 
"Why, Glen?" Master asked. He had taken to walking around the pair, gently slapping the paddle against his thigh. 


"Because if Master pushes me to the point of saying it, he has to make them for me the following morning.’ 
The little one said with a huge grin. 


"How many times have you said it, pet?" 

"Zero, Sir.” 

"How many times have | made you pancakes in the morning, pet?" 
"Every time, Sir." 


Taylor couldn't help the smile that spread across his face. Perhaps Glen was right; they really do love each 
other. 


"So, Taylor, | would like you to tell me what word you would like to use in order to indicate that you require us 
to stop." 


"But, Sir." Taylor stopped. He was at a loss. He was afraid, and yet, Master and Glen seemed to make him feel 
safe and secure. "I do not know if this is for me." 


"Ah, | understand. Perhaps | have made an error. You are afraid this is punishment like your first night with 
us?" Master asked, referring to his savage beating of Glen. 


Taylor nodded and lowered his head even closer to the floor. 

"What do you say?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"No, sweet boy, this is not punishment. This is for enjoyment. For pleasure, right, Glen?" 
"Yes, Sir." 


"Shall we show hin, little one?" 


"Please, Sir!" Glen smiled. 
"Come, then. On the table, my darling." 


Glen's blue eyes twinkled as he shot a grin at Taylor. He leaned over and kissed the other blonde's cheek before 
standing and stripping off his red shorts. Fully naked, he climbed up on the table and let Master buckle the 
cuffs around his wrists and ankles. Setting the paddle across Glen's ass, Master began to roll the sleeves on 


his black button down shirt. 


"Taylor, would you please come over here? | would like for you to stand at the head of the table and take 
your panties off 


He walked over to the table and stood in front, looking down at Glen, who craned his neck to look up at Taylor. 
Giving the other's head a pet, he smiled. 


"I will admit that you look absolutely gorgeous laid out like that" Taylor told him. 
"Thank you." 


"He does look gorgeous, doesn't he? And soon, pet, you will look even better when | redden that pretty little ass 


of yours." 
"Yes, please, Master!" Glen squealed and squirmed on the table. 
"Taylor, please give Glen something to put in his mouth." 


The blonde did as he was asked and pushed his white panties down off of his hips and to the floor. He stared 
at Master staring at him as he wrapped a hand around around his cock and offered it to Glen He had to step 
slightly to the side in order for Glen to take him into his mouth. When he did so, Master approached him and 
wrapped a hand around the back of Taylor's neck. Master kissed him. For the first time, Master kissed Taylor 
fully on the mouth. It was long and deep and Taylor mewled against Master's delicious mouth. His knees buckled, 
feeling overpowered by them both. One attacking his mouth, the other attacking his cock Master was right; 
there was love in their hearts and compassion in their hands. Taylor wanted it. Wanted all that the pair had to 
give him. When he reached for Master, the redhead let Taylor put his arms around his neck. Master broke the 


kiss and moved his lips to Taylor's ear. 

"Do you understand now, pet?" 

"Yes, Sin 

"And would you have this? Would you accept all that | offer?" 


"Yes, Sir." 


"Good boy." Master kissed his cheek and stepped back. "Glen, if you make Taylor come, | will paddle your ass 
until it is on fire. Do you understand?" 


"Sir?" Taylor questioned. 

"Glen is going suck your cock but he is not to make you come" There was a glint of mischief in Master's eyes. 
"Master?" 

"Yes, Taylor?" 

"If | come, please paddle me, not Glen" 

A smile spread slowly across Master's lips. "As you wish." 


Taylor knew Glen would make him come. Master knew it, too. Taylor and Master stared at each other as 
Taylor gently lay his hands on Glen's head and Master picked up the paddle. Master trailed the edge of it along 
Glen's leg, up his inner thigh and nudging against his balls. Glen whined and hummed against Taylor, making the 
drummer hiss. Master walked around the table and repeated the motion on Glen's other leg, again pushing the 
edge of the paddle ever so gently against Glen's balls. Master moved back down to Glen's feet. Placing his hand 
around the cuffed ankle, Master gave the sole of one of his feet a gentle paddle. Glen opened his mouth and 
gasped around Taylor's cock 


Nobody spoke. Taylor was enthralled. His senses were awakened and he didn't want to miss a thing. Not the 
expression on Master's face, not the way he moved, not the way he touched Glen. He didn't want to miss 
Glen's reactions to the way he was being touched. And he definitely didn't want to miss the things Glen knew 
how to do with his mouth. 


Master now stood at the middle of the table. He raised the paddle and let it come down hard across Glen's ass. 
The little blonde yelped and grunted against Taylor, who hissed. Master did it again. And again. Taylor's fingers 
curled into Glen's hair and pushed himself deeper into the warm, wet mouth that was servicing him so well. 
Harder and harder, Master paddled his pet's bottom until it was bright red. Glen whined and sniffled, tears 
streamed down the side of his face. Taylor was on teetering on the edge. His orgasm boiled and threaten to 
bubble over. Master set the paddle down and wiped the sweat from his brow. He met Taylor's stare and gave 
him a sneer as Master slid a hand to his own crotch, rubbing against his hard length which was exquisitely 
outlined in his tight trousers. 


That was all Taylor needed to see. With a long, low moan, he gave a final push into Glen's mouth and erupted. 
His hands grabbed at Glen's head and Taylor pumped his come down Glen's throat. With a long sigh, he slowly 
pulled away from Glen an slumped against the table. Taylor bent and dotted kisses along Glen's face. 


"You're amazing." He murmured, giving him a gentle smile. "Are you okay?" 


"So good" Glen purred. 

He purred even more then he felt Master's hands rubbing and kneading his ass. 
“Taylor, | believe it is your turn" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Please help me undo the cuffs, then" 


Master and Taylor unbuckled the cuffs and helped Glen to stand. He immediately wound his arms around 


Master's neck and kissed him. 
"Thank you, Master! It was amazing!" 
"You're welcome, pet. Please help Taylor now." 


The other blonde cautiously climbed onto the table and let Glen secure the cuffs around his wrists and ankles. 


He turned his head and peered through his hair at Glen 

"IFs going to be fine, | promise you." 

"Taylor?" Master gently ran a hand up the back of his leg. "I cannot continue until you tell me a word." 
"Banana pancakes." 

"You would like to use the same as Glen?" 

‘It will be easy for me to remember, Sir." 

"Very well. | will make them for you both in the morning.’ 

"Thank you, Sir." 

"Would you like something in your mouth, Taylor?" 

"Yes, please." 

"Glen, if you wouldn't mind" Master grinned and held out a hand toward Taylor's head. 


Glen smiled and stepped to the side of the table, putting his cock on offer to Taylor. The drummer opened his 
mouth and let Glen slide in. Slowly, Glen rocked, pushing just a little deeper each time. Master watched his pets 


for a moment, rubbing himself and softly groaning. Master was in love with the way the two of them loved 
and cared for one another. He could feel his throat tighten and a light sting in his eyes. Master turned away 


for a moment. 


When he turned back, he gave Glen a wink and picked up the paddle. "Are you ready, pet?" He asked Taylor, 


giving his ass a soft squeeze. 

Glen pulled away for a moment and gave the other a chance to speak. 
"Yes, Sir." 

"Good boy." 


The first one landed softly against Taylor's ass cheek. He moaned and squirmed a little. The second was a little 


harder and Taylor yelped around the dick in his mouth. Glen softly stroked Taylor's hair. 

"You're doing great, baby." 

Master raised the paddle and let fly with a hard hit this time. Taylor screamed and tensed his body, clenching 
his jaw around Glen. Master paused only a moment before repeating the hit. Taylor screamed again but this 
time, he squirmed a little, his ass rising from the table. 

"That's it. That's a good boy. Yes, Taylor. Show me how you like it. Show me that you feel that heat coursing 
through your veins." Master spoke in a low, comforting tone as he ran a hand over Taylor's reddened, warm 
ass. The hand tipped between his legs and gently squeezed Taylor's balls. 

He moaned and hummed, gently rocking himself on the table, taking more of Glen's cock into his mouth. Master 
raised the paddle and gave Taylor a series of three swift hard hits. Taylor mewled loudly, his hands clenching 
and unclenching around the edge of the table. A brilliant, beautiful red rose in the skin of Taylor's ass, the 
heat rising with it as well. 

Master laid the paddle down and used both hands to caress and rub the pet's bottom. 

"You did very, very well, Taylor. | am pleased. Would you like to get down?" 

Glen pulled away and brushed the hair from Taylor's face, bending to give him a kiss. 


"Yes, Sir." Taylor's voice was shaky as he gave a little nod. 


Master and Glen helped Taylor to stand. Master wound his arms around the boy and kissed him. "You did 


wonderfully.” 


He gently pushed Taylor into Glen's arms and held a hand out to the empty area of the room, in front of the 


chair. Glen took Taylor's hand and led him over there. 
"Back on your knees, please, Taylor?" Glen asked. 
Taylor watched Master lower himself into the chair. "What is happening now?" 


"Now is fun" Glen smiled. He urged the other back to the floor and then turned to the chest of drawers. Glen 
opened the top drawers and pulled out a couple of items. He dropped them on the edge of the riser that 
Master sat upon before he turned back to Taylor. 


Dropping to his knees beside his friend, Glen grinned. He pounced on Taylor and kissed his mouth while forcing 
the other boy onto his back on top of the thick pile carpet. Glen covered him with his own body and continued 
to kiss and nibble Taylor, his fingers traveling over the thin and lanky frame beneath him. Taylor giggled and 


squirmed. 

"Stop! Stop tickling me!" He howled. 

Finally, Glen captured Taylor's hands and pinned them over his head. Glen straddled Taylor and rubbed his hard 
length against him. Taylor caught on to this game very quickly, however, and he bucked his hips, bouncing Glen 
right off of him. They pair tickled and wrestled, stealing kisses and touches. When Glen finally had Taylor on his 
stomach, he whispered in his ear. 


"Stay right like that" 


When Glen sat up, he looked at Master. Master sat, slouched down in the large chair, his legs spread wide and 
his cock in his hand. He stroked himself as he watched his pets play with each other. 


"Master." Glen purred, practically salivating over the long, thick cock on display. 
"No" was all the redhead said, flicking his other hand at Taylor on the floor, who was now looking at him, too. 


Glen pouted but obeyed. He picked up a bottle of lube from the items he brought from the chest. Glen applied 


a liberal amount to his own stiff dick and then some to Taylor's ass. 

"Ready?" 

Still watching Master stroke himself, the other blonde nodded. Immediately, Glen straddled his thighs and used 
his hands to open Taylor up. He pushed himself in deep, giving Taylor a rough fucking. Taylor screamed and 
howled, bucking underneath Glen. Another few moments and Glen pulled out. He rolled onto his back. 


"Come ride me, Taylor.” 


Glen positioned himself facing Master. Taylor straddled him, also facing the redhead. He slowly lowered himself 


onto Glen's cock, never breaking eye contact with Master. Taylor lowered his knees to the plush carpet and 
then pushed Glen's legs apart. He braced himself with two hands on the carpet between Glen's legs and then 
started a good, slow rhythm. Taylor let his eyes drop to watch Master jerk himself off. He wanted to know 
what it felt like to have Master inside of him. He sped up to match Master's rhythm. Behind him Glen grunted 


and panted, his hands gripping Taylor's hips. 


Master watched his pets fucking and jerked himself off. He adored them both and loved the show they gave 
him. He could feel his orgasm starting to coil up deep in the pit of his stomach. Master had to slow down a 
little. He wasn't ready to come just yet. 


Glen, however, was unable to hold on any longer. With a loud cry, he pumped his come deep inside of Taylor, 
who flicked his eyes to Master's once more, and bit his bottom lip. The warm feeling of being filled by Glen 


made him groan. 
"Good boys." Master purred. "Now come and take care of me." 


Greedily, Taylor hurried across the floor and began to climb in Master's lap, wanting that big cock inside of 
him. But he was batted away by a gentle slap across his face. 


"Not so fast, my eager little pet." Master chuckled, 


Glen picked up the other item he had taken from the drawer; a set of four nipple clamps on a long, dainty 
silver chain. He attached two to himself and then the other two to Taylor. On their knees, they settled between 
Master's feet and took turns licking and sucking him. Master held the end of the chain and jerked it, making his 
two pets hiss and groan. Glen wrapped a fist around Master's cock and he and Taylor each ran their open 
mouths along the shaft, meeting at the head and kissing each other long and deep until the chain was jerked 


agai n. 


Taylor's head was swimming. He could barely remember his own name at this point. All he knew was that he 
loved Master and Glen very much and loved the pleasure they both gave him. He covered Master's cock with 
his mouth and took him deep into his throat. Then he sat back and allowed Glen to do the same. Taylor ran his 


hand down Glen's back, finding his ass and squeezing it. 


Glen clutched Master's thigh in one hand and flicked at Taylor's nipple clamp with the other. The drummer 
hissed and took Master back into his mouth. 


"My pets, my boys." Master murmured. He bucked his hips into the air. "I love you both." 
"We love you, too, Master. Please come for us." 
The pets hissed and squealed again when Master tugged on the chain. He wrapped his hand around his 


throbbing cock and grinned at the boys' open mouths, waiting for him to come. With a loud growl, Master's 
orgasm tore through him and he splattered his come on both his pets' tongues. As he melted back into the 


chair, spent and panting, he watched Glen and Taylor embrace and kiss. They sucked Master's come from each 


other's tongues and then they too, finally melted with a satisfied sigh. 

"I told you it would be fine." Glen giggled as he poked and tickled Taylor. 

And the two of them were at it again, rolling around, wrestling and giggling. Master tucked himself back into his 
pants and rested a weary elbow on the arm of the chair. He watched his pets with a sad, somewhat 
exasperated smile on his lips. 


"Master, you will make banana pancakes in the morning, right?" Glen struggled against Taylor to sit up and ask. 


Before Master could answer, Taylor lunged at Glen and they were giggling and rolling around on the floor once 


more. 


"Yes, of course.” Master rolled his eyes but smiled, nonetheless. 


Three 


Over breakfast of Master's banana pancakes and coffee, the pets sat beside each other, feeding each other 
and kissing and touching. Master watched with a peaceful smile on his lips. 


"Glen," He quietly began 

They both paused and looked to Master. 

"I would like it if you joined me in my bedroom tonight, please." 

A flicker of concern crossed the little blonde's face. "Both of us, Sir?" 
"No, pet, only you." 

"Yes, Sir." 


"| would also like you both to clean the kitchen. | will be out most of the day and | do not wish for you to have 


sex with each other while l'm gone. We will have dinner at seven 
"Yes, Sir." Both pets murmured. 

‘lm sorry?" 

"Yes, Sir!" They said louder. 

"Very good. | will see you both later." 


"Sir?" Glen rose when Master did He approached the redhead and wound his arms around Master's neck "Have 


we displeased you?" 
"No, beautiful. Not at all. Be good boys." Master softly smiled. 


He kissed Glen and then gently extracted himself from the pet's embrace. As he walked past Taylor, he gave 
him a quick kiss on his cheek. 


The pair cleaned up the kitchen of the breakfast dishes. Glen washed and Taylor dried. 
"Is Master okay?" Taylor asked. 


"I believe so. He leaves during the day quite often 


"| know. He just seemed off this morning. Sad." 

"Do you think think he thinks we don't love him?" 

"Perhaps he feels left out?" 

"We do sometimes become obnoxious.” Glen said with a little smirk. 

| can't help it" Taylor feigned innocence and then swatted Glen's ass with his towel. 
Glen yelped and then splashed Taylor with the soapy dishwater. 

‘Hey! 


A moment later, the two of them were rolling around the kitchen floor, kissing and pawing at each other. 


Taylor grabbed at Glen's lavender lace boy shorts, yanking them down to expose his beautiful ass. 

The little blonde struggled against Taylor. "Master said no!" 

"He said no sex. He didn't say | couldn't lick you." Taylor grunted as he tried to pin Glen down, 

"Taylor, please don't!" 

But as soon as a wet tongue lapped at Glen's tightly puckered hole, he moaned and rolled his hips. Glen jerked 
himself off while Taylor licked and sucked at his entrance. Soon, Taylor had pushed his little shorts off, too, and 
palmed his cock. He got Glen onto his back and climbed on top of him. 

"He will know!" 


"He won't know. Come on, sexy, not gonna fuck you. Just want to rub against you and come." 


He thrust himself against Glen's cock, enjoying the heat between them. He fed the other gentle little kisses and 


then nuzzled his neck 

"Glen, | love you" 

‘Love you, too." He breathless, trying desperately not to come. 

Taylor, however, seemed to determined to get his lover off He sat back on Glen's thighs and took both their 
dicks in one hand, stroking hard and fast. Both of them groaned and shuddered as they reached their peaks, 


come splattering all over Glen's stomach and chest. He laid, panting, eyes squeezed closed, as Taylor leaned over 


and licked it up. 


"We should not have done that." Glen muttered. 
"It will be okay." Taylor waved his lover off. 


They spent the afternoon in the pool and in the warm gulf waters. Taylor showered and dressed and then lay 
on the bed, waiting for Glen to finish his shower. 


"Why did Master ask for you alone?" 

Glen was looking for something special to wear for Master when he couldn't help but hear the insecurity in 
Taylor's voice. He turned to look at the other blonde, who lay on his stomach on the bed, head propped up on 
one elbow. 

"| dont know." 

"What will | do by myself?" 

"Whatever you want. Go play your drums or my guitar or watch TV or listen to music or read’ 

"He still wants me here, right?" 

"OF course he does! Master loves you!" 

"And you? You love me, too?" 

"Yes, my darling. | love you very much 

"He will fuck you?" 

"| hope sol" Glen grinned. 

Taylor frowned 

"You're not jealous?!" Glen asked with a little giggle. 


"Shut up." Taylor rolled over. 


Glen dressed in a black and red g-string with a little black tulle skirt over top. Taylor simply pulled on a pair of 
blue plaid cotton boxer shorts. He sulked and slowly followed Glen back downstairs. 


"Master! What are you cooking? It smells amazing!" Glen erupted in glee. 


"This is your favorite, is it not?" Master looked up from the dish he was preparing. When he saw Glen, he let 


out a hum of appreciation. "Pet, you look stunning. Come turn around for me." 

Taylor slumped into a chair. 

After dinner, Taylor was ordered to clean up once more while Master took Glen by the hand. 
"We will see you in the morning, Taylor. Thank you for cleaning up." 

The pet grunted and rolled his eyes. 

‘I'm sorry?" Master hissed before giving Taylor the back of his hand across his cheek. 
"Yes, Sir. Thank you for dinner, Sir." Taylor spat out angrily. 

Glen gave him a sad look as Master led out of the room. 

In Master's bedroom, the redhead turned the lock Glen stood obediently to the side. 
"Taylor is angry with me." Master said. 

"Yes, Sir. He believes you do not love him and have taken me from him." 


Master laughed softly. "I believe he has taken you from me. | wanted a night with you alone, pet. | miss you. | 
do love Taylor very much. But you are mine, sweet boy. You have always been mine." 


Glen took a step into Master's arms. "I will always be yours, Master.” 
"You are a good boy. Help me out of these clothes." 


Glen was on his knees, untying Master's boots. Gently, he pulled one boot off, then the other, then Master's 
socks before he knelt up and unbuckled Master's belt. Glen popped the button on his trousers before unzipping 
them. Carefully, he pushed the pants down off of Master's hips, slowly lowering them over his thighs before 
pushing them to the floor. He held Master's hand as the redhead stepped out of the pants. Glen picked them 
up and returned them to Master's wardrobe. Next his waistcoat was taken from him and hung up. Lastly, Glen 
took the emerald cufflinks from Master's shirt and put them away. He started at the bottom button of the 
black shirt and worked his way up, slowly opening each one. When he reached the top one, he lifted his eyes to 
Master's fiery amber eyes. His hands swept over Master's shoulder, pulling the shirt down and off. Once it 
was hung up, Glen returned to stand before Master. 


"The tu-tu is very cute. Have you worn this for me before?" 


"No, Sir.” 


"l should like you to leave it on Are you wearing anything under it?" 
"Yes, Sir." Glen lifted the layers of tulle to reveal the g-string, 
"Very nice." 

"Thank you, Master." 


Master reached under the skirt and hooked two fingers around the elastic of the g-string. When a strong jerk, 
he ripped it clear off of Glen's body. The pet gasped and his cock twitched. 


"Bend over the bed and put that ass high in the air. What would you like tonight, my darling?" 
"Your hands, Master. Spank me with your hands." 


"As you wish." Master replied with a smile as he pushed his underwear down off of his hips to reveal his 


hardening cock 

He reddened Glen's ass with both hands while the little pet hissed and howled. 
"Please, Master!" 

"Please what?" 

"Fuck me! | want your cock in my ass, please, Master!" 


Master frowned. He gave Glen another very hard slap on his red hot ass cheek. "Where have you learned to 


speak to me like that? Is this what Taylor is teaching you, little slut?" 

"No, Sir! | just want you very badly!" 

"If | decide to fuck you, it will be how and when | choose. Understand me?" 

"Yes, Master." 

"Very good." 

Master lay on the bed, on his back, and held up a bottle of warming lube. He covered his cock with it and with 
a single flick of his finger, beckoned his pet. Glen excitedly climbed onto Master, holding his skirts up as he 
lowered himself onto Master's slick cock He started to bounce and grind on the redhead but Master wrapped 


his hands around the little blonde's hips and told him to slow down. 


"Easy, pet. What is your rush?" 


‘| like it when | ride you, Sir." 
"Ride me nice and slow." 


Glen obeyed, rising up and slowly driving himself back down on Master's cock. Master kept one hand on Glen's 


hip while the other dove under his skirts to gently stroke Glen's dick. 
"Good boy. That's it. Nice and slow." 


Glen was thankful Master wanted it to be slow and gentle. When it took forever for Glen to come, Master 
would not think twice. 


"Does Taylor fuck you like this?" 

"No, Sir." 

"Never like this?" 

"No. Taylor likes it fast and rough." 

"Always?" 

"When he is fucking me, yes." 

"And when you fuck him?" 

"lam gentle with him." 

"Glen, do you love him? Do you care for him?" 
‘Oh, yes, Master! Very much. He is a good man. You found a very good pet.” 
"That pleases me. Come, give me a kiss." 


They made love all night long. Slow, tender lovemaking eventually gave way to hard, loud fucking. Master folded 
his little pet into his arms and held him closely, giving Glen Tiny, barely there kisses until he drifted off. 


When morning came, Master silently slipped from the bed, ready to go make his pets breakfast. He opened his 
bedroom door and his heart broke at what he saw. There was Taylor curled in a ball in the hall, a thin blanket 
wrapped around him. He certainly did pick a good man. Master bent and scooped the little blonde into his arms. 
Turning around, he headed back into his room and deposited Taylor into his bed with Glen. Instinctively, Taylor 


reached for Glen and wrapped his arms around him. 


"Take good care of my baby." Master whispered. 


Glen stirred but did not move or open his eyes. He listened to Master's footsteps as he crossed the room 


again and the soft click of the door closing. He knew Taylor was in bed with him just by the different feel of 
the embrace and the different scent. 


Four 


‘Master has seemed distracted and tired for some time. He has not requested that we go downstairs." Glen 
frowned as he flopped down on the bed beside Taylor. 


"I know. He goes out during the day quite often. What do you think he is doing?" 
"I do not know." Glen glumly replied. 


The other man rose up on his knees and settled behind his lover. Very tenderly, Taylor started to rub Glen's 
shoulders. Glen softly groaned and let his head fall forward. 


"What if there's something wrong?" 
"Then he will tell us when he is ready, sweetheart." Taylor said in a soothing tone of voice as he continued 
working the knots out of Glen's shoulders and neck. "Would you like to lie down and | will give you a proper 


massage?" 


Glen reached up and put his hand over Taylor's on his shoulder. "You are such a good man. Have | told you 


lately how much | love you?" 

Taylor leaned over Glen and kissed his cheek. "Every day." 

There came a soft knock on the door. The pair paused, eyes turning to the door. Master opened it slowly. 
Taylor noticed more what Glen was worried about. Master's skin seemed pale, grey almost. He appeared 


thinner, the bones and veins on his hand visible under the sallow skin. 


"Pets, | was hoping | could see Taylor alone in my room tonight, please. | will be waiting. Whenever you are 


ready, Taylor." He smiled softly. 


As he turned to leave, Glen hopped from the bed and threw himself at Master. He wrapped his arms around 
the redhead and kissed his face. 


"Master, please! Are you ill?" 


The redhead gently extracted himself from Glen's grip. He smiled at the blonde and took his face in both hands, 
placing a kiss on Glen's forehead. "Nothing that can't be fixed, my love. Soon, | promise." 


"Yes, Sir." 


Taylor slowly crossed the room. "I am ready now, Sir, unless you require me to change." He ran a hand down 
his neon pink boy shorts. 


Master looked the thin blonde man up and down. "You look perfect. Come, then" 


Glen stood alone, hands clasped in front of him, sorrowful expression on his gorgeous face. Taylor stepped up 


to him and took him in his arms. 

"You know that we both love you very much." Taylor murmured before kissing Glen softly. 

"| do." 

"Good" 

Master took Taylor's hand and led him from the room, giving Glen a smile as he did so. Taylor threw a wink 
over his shoulder and mouthed, "I love you." to Glen. They heard Glen softly close the door as the pair slowly 
padded down the hall. Once inside Master's bedroom, he closed the door while Taylor wandered around the 
room. 

"Last time | was in here with both of you, you only wanted to watch Glen and me on your bed." Taylor spoke. 
| happen to enjoy watching the two of you." 


"| can tell." 


Master moved to his bar and poured himself a drink of scotch. He was about to put the stopper back on his 


crystal decanter when he turned to the younger blonde. 

"Do you drink scotch?" 

"No, Sir. | dor't drink at all." 

"Good, pet. Very good" Master smiled, putting the decanter away and moving to his chair. 

Master sat down and gave a long sigh as he crossed his legs. He let his head fall back against the chair and 
closed his eyes. The crystal tumbler in his hand rested on the arm of the chair. Taylor stood still, gazing at 
his Master. 


"Master, are you sick?" Taylor finally asked in a small, shaking voice. 


He crept closer to the redhead and knelt at his feet. Taylor slowly slid a hand up Master's pant leg, gently 


caressing his leg. 


"Just tired, pet." Master smiled and gave Taylor's hair a soft stroke. 


"I can undress you and go to bed with you, Sir, if you are tired” 
‘I'd like that, thank you." 


Master swallowed his drink in one long gulp. He placed the glass to the side and stood up. Taylor remained on 
his knees and slowly unlaced Master's boots. As Glen had shown him, Taylor took the boots the Master's 

wardrobe and placed them away. He removed Master's socks and placed them in the laundry. Once Master's 
trousers were removed, Taylor hung them up. He unbuttoned Master's shirt and slipped it off his shoulders. 
Taylor couldn't stop himself from giving Master's body a measuring glance. He was losing weight and muscle 


tone. Master could not just be tired 


Taylor tried to slip back to his knees and remove Master's shorts but the redhead caught his arm and pulled 
him back to his feet. 


"Master, please let me. | will make you feel good." 
"You're very kind, Taylor. So very kind" 
"Please, Master." Taylor tried a different tact. 


He desperately wanted to make his Master happy. Taylor purred as he wound himself around Master, arms 
holding the other man close, kisses laid all over Master's chest and neck. He took another chance and slowly slid 
down Master's body. He held Master's hips and nuzzled his face against the other's groin. This time the older 
man let Taylor gently peel away his shorts. The blonde knew that he was supposed to remove the shorts from 
the room before anything else took place but he feared Master would change his mind in the brief pause. So 
Taylor tossed Master's shorts to the side and then returned his attention to the redhead's body. 


Sliding his hands along Master's thighs, Taylor ducked his head and used his tongue to lap at his limp cock 
Wide, sparkling hazel eyes stared up at the older man and Taylor's mouth worked along his hardening length. 
When Taylor felt him sway, he gently eased Master back into his chair. With his head in the other's lap, Taylor 
sucked Master's cock, pleased to see he was responding. He felt a hand softly touch his hair, fingers stroking 
through it. 


"You're a good man. A very good man." Master murmured. 

It was only a matter of moments before Master climaxed and, with a single grunt and thrust of his hips, he 
came into Taylor's mouth. The blonde swallowed, noting that it seemed to taste different, and then sat back on 
his heels. 


"Please find me a robe, pet" 


"Yes, Sir." 


In the closet, Taylor found a dark blue, thick velour robe. He helped Master into it and then watched as the 
redhead padded slowly back to the bar. He refilled his glass before returning to his chair. 


"Please sit. | would like to talk to you, Taylor.” 


The blonde moved into the chair beside Master while noting that the older man was using his given name more 


than usual. 

‘lm very, very sorry for stealing you away like that all that time ago." Master began. 

‘Master, please - " Taylor began to protest. 

Master raised his hand and Taylor stopped speaking. 

"l'm going to die." 

"WHAT! MASTER, NO!" The blonde screeched. 

"Please stop. | need to tell you things and | cannot have you interrupting me at every turn. Listen to me." 

‘lm sorry." 

"I am sick and | know both of you have noticed. Please don't start with questions and begging. | am sick and | 
am going to die. | knew of this when | found you. | knew | needed to find someone to take care of my angel. | 
hope that you will continue to look after him after I've gone.” 

"| will. | will be honored, Sir." Taylor whispered, forcing back his tears. He knew Master needed him to be strong. 
Master spoke quietly about the provisions he'd made for both Taylor and Glen. About the money and the 
house. He rested for a moment before telling Taylor of the things he and Glen should carry out once Master 
had passed. 

| wish to be cremated. Once this is done, | would like very much if you would take a small amount of my 
ashes, put it in two clear glass amulets. One for Glen and, if | may be so bold, one for yourself. It is selfish, | 
know, but | would like to be with you always. | would like it also if you would go and buy an olive tree. Take the 
tree and my ashes and plant us both together on the grounds somewhere, preferably by the gulf. I'd like that" 


Master gave a tiny smile. 


Taylor listened intently, memorizing every word. As the redhead went on, the weight of it all became too much 


for Taylor to bear. He reached a hand out and covered Master's as it rested on the arm of the chair. 


‘| love you, Master. Love you so much." He openly sobbed. 


"Dave." 
The younger man was confused. He sniffled and wiped at his eyes. "I'm sorry?" 


"My name is Dave." 


Five 


Taylor's head spun as he tried to get himself under control and stop crying. Memories poured forth and they 


made his mind and heart hurt all the more. One memory made him gasp and lift his eyes to Master's. 
"Master, do you remember the first night | was here?" 
"Of course | do, Taylor." 


"| saw you. | saw your body and I've seen it many times since. But | have never asked. Permit me to ask now, 
Sir?" 


"You want to know what happened to me." 

"Please. All that Glen has said is that you were not always Master.’ 

Master smiled and gave a soft laugh. "That is true. | was not always Master. Once upon a time, | was only 
Dave." He paused and turned his wrist in order to grasp Taylor's hand. "I will tell you. Glen knows all that | am 
about to tell you. He is a good man for not telling you." 

‘Ive never heard you refer to Glen as a man" 

"He is, after all." 

"He is" 

Master took a sip of his drink and swallowed, giving a long sigh afterward. 

‘Master, let me help you into bed” 

"Will you do something for me?" 

"Yes, Master! Anything you want!" 

"Say Dave. Say my name." 

"Dave." Taylor softly purred as the name gently rolled from his lips. 

"Sounds nice. Thank you. You're the first person I've loved that's said it in very, very long time." Master 


paused, letting his head rest against the back of the chair. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath and began. "| 


was young, no more than nineteen. | met a man! thought would love me and take care of me. 


"| was afraid of my sexuality back then. | was a naive, confused boy. The only thing | knew for sure was that | 
was utterly in love. He was something special, too. He was tall, had flowing dark hair and a chiseled body with a 
kind face. He took me in and treated me like a prince. Oh, well, for a while, anyway. | was given a large room in 
his home with the most expensive furnishings. He required nothing of me, except my company and affection, 

which | happily gave to him. And then he decided that | should be punished occasionally. For what crimes, | still 
do not know. But it didn't matter. | found that the lashings he would give me excited me. | found that, when he 
bound my wrists behind my back and put a collar around my neck, my mind and my soul stilled but my body 


came alive. Do you feel that here, Taylor?" 
"Yes, Sir." 


"Good. After five years living at this man's side in his home as his lover, one day, he came to me and put the 
cuffs and collar on. Instead of being taken to his bedroom, however, he led me down to the basement of the 
house. He brought me to the boiler room, where the furnace was, where it was dark and cold. There was a 
dingy mattress on the floor. | was thrown down and chained to the pipes. There, he continued to beat me and 
rape me and pass me off to other men. There is where | received the scars on my back because he neglected 
to take care of me after he beat me. | would scream and cry and tell him | loved him, tell him | would behave 
better, although | still had no idea what | had done wrong. It fell on deaf ears and unseeing eyes. | spent four 
more years chained up in that basement. | had given up. | was ready to die there. Do you know why | didn't?" 


Taylor had sat perfectly still, listening to Master's awful story. He shook his head slowly. "No, Sir. Please tell 


me. 


"An angel came to me in a dream. A beautiful angel with long blonde hair and blue eyes." Master smiled softly. 


"Sweet, reddened cheeks, my angel had. He asked me to wait for him." 
Taylor smiled. "Glen 


"He is my angel. He saved my life. Which, | know, sounds strange. But, after four years, it was all | had to cling 


to, the image of a sweet boy from my dream" 
"How did you escape?" 

"Escape?" Master quizzically looked at Taylor. 
"Well, yes. How did you escape and find Glen?" 
"He died" 

"What?" 


"The man who put me in the basement? The man | fell in love with? He died. Quite abruptly, as a matter of 
fact. He fell down the stairs in his house. The house where | was being kept. | remember hearing the thud of 


his body falling. And then silence. Peaceful silence for two days before | was found. What happened after that 
is still unclear to me. | walked out of that house with freedom and with his entire fortune. He had a will and | 


was his sole benefactor. No family came forth to contest it and | left town as soon as possible." 


Taylor gasped and leaned back in the chair. Master took another sip of his drink, letting the younger man digest 
all that he had said. 


"How did you find Glen?" He asked again 


"He found me, to be honest. | remembered his image from my dream but after my master had died and | was 
free, | didn't think about that dream all that much. It took me a long time to work through my feelings about 
my master. | had loved him and | was sure he had loved me, at least in the beginning. But he left me and | 
never got to ask him why he did those awful things to me. Or why he left me all of savings, for that matter. | 
struggled with keeping it all. | didn't want it. But, to be honest, living here and filling this house with love has 
helped me to forgive him." Master paused to take another drink. "But back to your question. Glen was in a band 
and | had decided to get into some music management and funding up and coming bands. He heard about this 
and came to see me to ask for funding. As soon as | lay eyes on him, | knew he was the angel from my dream. 


For the second time in my life, | fell in love. And when | saw you, that was the third and final time." 
The blonde gave a little grin. "May | ask you something else, Master?" 
‘Of course, my darling. Anything.” 


"Why did you choose to make Glen your pet? Why not have a relationship where Glen is your equal? Why not 
share his bed every night?" 


"Glen is my equal. Just as he is your equal. Just as you are my equal. The rest is just how we live our lives. It 
would be like asking why you do laps in the pool when you cannot sleep. Or why | wear button down shirts and 
waistcoats while most men my age wear khaki pants and polo shirts. This is just life." 

"How did you know | go and swim at night sometimes?” 

"Because it is my responsibility to know. | know all things that happen in this house, pet. Like the day | 
requested that the two of you refrain from making love, | know that you talked Glen into taking his clothes off 
and rubbing against him until he came." 

Taylor shifted in his chair and began to apologize. Master laughed and waved his hand. 

"No apology necessary. What is done is done and, to be frank, | love that the two of you are so keen on each 
other. That you can barely keep your hands off of each other. Glen deserves that. l'm happy. I've had a very 
good life and | want to thank you both for that" 


"How are you going to tell him?" The younger man asked in a quiet voice, heart already breaking at the 


thought of how Glen will take the news. 

"| dont know yet! 

"Please just tell him. He will be a mess but you should be just up front with him, Sir’ 
"Yes, you are right" Master agreed and then grew quiet 


Taylor took the glass from his hand and returned it to the bar. He then helped Master into bed and curled up 
behind him, wrapping the redhead in his arms. 


"Goodnight, Dave." He pressed a kiss to Master's cheek. 


"Goodnight, Taylor. Thank you." 


Six 


Before the sun broke the horizon, Taylor quietly slipped back into bed with Glen. He wrapped his arms around 


the other man and held him closely, his heart breaking over what was to come. Glen slowly awoke and purred. 
"What are you doing here? You should be with Master." 

‘Master is just fine. | wanted to come back to you. Glen, do you know how much | love you?" 

He turned to face Taylor. "Yes, | do. I'm so lucky to have you." 

"Make love to me, Glen, please." 

"Didn't you and Master - " 

Taylor smiled and shook his head. 

"Why not?" 

Taylor gently lay his hand on Glen's cheek. "Please, my darling. | need you." 

Glen could sense the distress in Taylor and his heart skipped. He needed to know what was happening but he 
knew he needed to sooth the hurt in Taylor first. With a finger under Taylor's chin, he leaned forward and 
kissed the other. A soft, slow kiss that lingered, growing and deepening. Taylor whimpered against Glen's lips. He 
clutched Glen closer. Glen finally broke the kiss and searched Taylor's face. Their eyes met and, in that instant, 
Glen knew. 

"Oh, no. Oh, baby, no." 

The other blonde squeezed his eyes closed, trying to push back the tears that threatened to spill 

Glen took a deep breath. He moved his hands to Taylor's arm. “Turn over for me." He helped Taylor rolled over 
so that Glen was spooning him. He reached down and pulled Taylor's panties off. He wrapped one arm around 
Taylor's chest and with the other, he slipped two fingers into his mouth to wet them. Meanwhile, Taylor took 
Glen's hand and brought it to his mouth, laying kisses along his fingers. 

"Ready, sweetheart?" 

Taylor whined and gave a bit of nod. He cried out when Glen's fingers breached his entrance. His teeth came 
down on the other's fingers and softly bit while Taylor also quietly whimpered. Glen moved his fingers in and 


out, twisting slowly. His lips traced along the other's ear, sucking the lobe in and his tongue flicked at it. When 


he removed his fingers, Glen moved closer, using his top knee to push Taylor's top leg forward some, exposing 


his ass more. Glen wound his hand around Taylor to his mouth. 
“Spit in it" 


Slowly and tenderly, Glen entered him. He pushed in, driving deep inside of Taylor, who howled and cried out, his 
body moving with Glen's as they made love. Glen's teeth found that spot where Taylor's shoulder and neck met 
in a gorgeous curving piece of bronzed flesh. They rocked slowly and their cries of pleasure and anguish filled 


the house. 


Master slowly ambled down the hall and placed his palm against their door. Tears streamed silently down his 
cheeks as his heart burst with joy. They had each other. They would always have each other. He looked at the 
door as if he could see through it, staring fondly at what lay on the other side. With a small smile, he stroked 
the wood with his hand before turning and making his way back to his bedroom. His body was failing him. 


Every step make him ache and every ache signaled the end was drawing near. 


Taylor felt an intense need to release the burden of all that Master had told him. He pulled way from Glen and 
then forced the other onto his back. Taylor climbed on to him and straddled him, quickly and roughly lowering 
himself onto Glen. He rode him hard and fast, taking Glen as deep as he could. He sounded like a wounded animal 


howling in pain and grief. All Glen could do was lie there and watch his lover unravel. A sense of cold dread 


filled Glen's heart. 


After Glen climaxed inside of his lover, Taylor continued to rock, now stroking himself with the same hard and 
fast rhythm. When he finally released against Glen's stomach, Taylor threw his head back and opened his 
mouth, his scream getting caught in his throat. Collapsing against the other's chest, he panted and mewled, lips 
and tongue tickling against Glen's neck. 


As the first, golden rays of the morning sun crept through the window, Glen held the other man in his arms, 
stroking his hair and cooing softly in his ear. Taylor had broken down and sobbed but could not bring himself to 
tell Glen what he must already know, deep in his heart. Master had promised to tell his pet and Taylor could 
not rob him of that. But he couldn't hide away his heartbreak, either. 


Master picked Taylor to take care of Glen, to protect him and hold him up. He would not let Master down. So 
with a soft sniffle, Taylor turned to his lover and took Glen's face in his hands. 


"Whatever happens in the future, be it tomorrow or twenty years from now, | promise that | will always be 


here for you.” 


Seven 


The redhead, wrapped in his bathrobe that appeared two sizes too big now, shuffled into the kitchen to find his 
pets sitting quietly at the table. 


"Good morning, pets." His voice was raspy and weak 

"Good morning, Master!" Glen smiled brightly and bounced up to the other man to tenderly kiss his cheek. 
"Good morning, Master. May | make you tea? Something to eat?" Taylor asked. 

"Tea would be lovely, pet, thank you." 


Glen helped Master sit down. He pulled his own chair closer to Master and clutched his hand. The little blonde 


knew but he also knew he needed to wait for Master to let him know and allow him to react. 
"You are a good man Thank you, my darling." 
Glen bit his lip and lowered his head to Master's shoulder. Master raised a shaky hand and stroked the little 


one's hair. Taylor set a cup of tea in front of Master and then pulled his own chair closer, on the other side 


of the redhead. 

‘I'm a very blessed man, thanks to both of you." He pulled his hand from Glen's hair and gripped the handle of 
the cup. It wobbled slightly as Master brought it to his lips. After he gently set it down again, he said, "I'm 
going to go back to my room in a little while. Obviously, | have no place to go today. Would you both mind 


coming to see me around seven this evening?" 


Glen and Taylor looked at each other. Glen spoke first. "Of course, Master. Whatever you desire. Are you sure 
you would not like something to eat? If you are hungry, Sir, you need only ask." 


"Sweet boy, you make me so happy. Thank you for caring for me. But | do not wish to eat anything. | only wish 


to lay down. Seven o'clock, yes?" 
"Yes, Sir." 
"Good. | will see you then" He tried to stand and had to sit back down 


Taylor and Glen rushed to either side of him. They gently took him by the elbows and helped him stand. 
Master smiled softly and thanked them. 


"Master, we can help you back to your room and stay with you now." Glen offered 


‘| may need you to assist me back upstairs, yes." 


Once upstairs, Glen urged Master to the bed but the older man insisted on sitting in his chair. Glen wrapped an 
arm around the redhead and gently lowered him to the chair. Master hissed as he was lowered, his body 
betraying him in its aching pain. Once he was sitting, he let his head rest against the chair and sighed. Glen 
moved to sit down in the opposite chair when Master held up a hand. 


"Thank you, my sweet angel, but | would like to be alone. Please come back to me this evening." 
"Master." The little one was bewildered and heartbroken. 


"Glen," Master began, reaching a shaking hand out to take the other's. Glen noted that and the fact that 
Master's hand was so cold and frail. He bit his lip to stop his tears. "I love you. There is much to tell you and | 


promise | will when the time is right. | need this time alone." 
"| love you, too, Master. So much." His voice was shaky. 


Master smiled, his cheeks were gaunt and his skin was greying, but Glen still found his Master's smile the 
most beautiful thing he's ever seen. "Please return to me this evening." 


"Yes, Sir." He stooped to kiss the redhead's cheek. 


Taylor stood in the doorway, watching, ready to swoop in if either man needed him. He wound an arm around 
the other blonde when Glen approached. Very softly, Glen closed the door behind him and then slid his back 


down it until he was seated on the hall floor. 


"Baby." Taylor's heart broke. "Why don't you let me make you something to eat? We can sit outside in the sun 


or go in the pool” 
"Id like to stay right here, please’ 

"But Glen-" 

"No buts." Glen firmly said. "I love you, Taylor, but | need to be right here" 


Taylor squatted down in front of the other mon. He gently ran his hand over Glen's hair. "I'll be back in a 


moment.” He smiled before giving Glen a brief kiss. 


In the kitchen, Taylor made a tray of food. As he piled on bagels and jams and a pot of tea and a pot of coffee, 
he mused that he'd have to find out Master's recipe for banana pancakes. Or would Glen not want them 
anymore? Taylor was worried about the other man. He knew that Glen knew but, until Master said the words 
to him, Glen would not react. Thus, it wasn't actually true yet for Glen. He brought the tray up to the hall and 


set it on the floor in front of his lover. 


"Baby, you should eat something." He quietly told Glen 

"Not hungry." 

"Please? For me?" 

"| can't believe how good you are to me. We basically kidnapped you and, now, here you are, taking care of me." 
"| love you. | love caring for you." 

"And you won't leave after ..?" 

"Never. I'll never leave you." Taylor moved to sit alongside of Glen, leaning against the door and drawing his 
knees to his chest. "Remember the first time we met?" He asked with a smile as he picked up a half of a bagel 
and smeared some strawberry jam onto it. He handed it to Glen 

"You were so scared. | felt absolutely awful for you." Glen replied as he took the offered bagel. 

| was scared. But you made me feel better. You were so kind to me and made me fall in love with you." The 
other man gently said as he pushed a lock of Glen's hair behind his ear. "I know you're scared now, baby. | 


promise I'll be here for you." 


Glen tried to smile but his face threatened to break so he just ate the bagel, refusing to meet Taylor's stare. 
Taylor poured a mug of coffee and prepared it just the way Glen liked it. He set it in front of the other man, 


All day, the pair sat outside Master's door. Taylor was able to distract Glen at certain points throughout the 


day. He decided he was not going to allow Glen to drown in his misery. 

"You're not going to move, right? Going to sit here all day?" 

"Yes." Glen had a slight defensive edge in his voice. 

"Okay, I'll be right back" Taylor cleaned up the tray of food and, when he returned upstairs, he went into their 
bedroom and pulled out a few things from the closet. Pink, feather boa, white satin thong, and white fishnet 
miniskirt. He slid one leg around the door frame, moving his head so that he could see Glen with one eye. 


"Hey, cutie.” Taylor purred, waving one end of the boa at the other man. 


Glen turned and looked at the other. He wanted to tell Taylor to stop fucking around at such a serious time 
but he couldn't. He needed to smile. When his lip curled somewhat, Taylor stepped out into the hallway. 


Glen have a little giggle. "What are you doing?" 


"Making you laugh, baby." Taylor did a pirouette. 

After a few minutes of Taylor prancing up and down the hall, making Glen smile and laugh, he returned to the 
bedroom and brought out a couple pillows and a blanket. He settled beside Glen again and gave him a pillow 
before wrapping the blanket around both of them. 

I'm really going to lose him, aren't |?" Glen murmured as he lay his head against Taylor's shoulder. 

The other blonde merely wrapped an arm around Glen and gave a short nod. 

At seven o'clock, the door slowly opened and Glen and Taylor scrambled to their feet. Both pairs of eyes 
traveled up Master's body, taking in the boots, the dark black denim jeans which used to fit his body like a 
glove and now sat loosely around his thighs and hips. The collar of his jade green button down shirt was loose 
around his neck beneath the waistcoat of frocked black velvet. He had shaved his greying beard that he left 


growing in for several days and wore his thinning, greying hair in a french braid down the back of his head 


Glen was the first to speak, "Master! You look beautifull That is a lovely shade of green on you." He smiled 
brightly and took a step toward Master. 


The redheaded man smiled softly. “Thank you, pet. You are as kind as you are beautiful. Please come in. There 
is much we need to discuss." He looked to Taylor, "Would you mind making me that tea | like, Taylor?" 


He understood the message. Master wanted a few moments alone with Glen. "As you wish, Sir." 


"And Taylor?" Master stopped him as Taylor turned to head down to the kitchen. The blonde turned back. "Cute 


outfit. Please leave that on for me." 

He grinned and replied, "Yes, Sir." 

Glen immediately sensed what was about to happen and he fidgeted, casting a sorrowful eye at Taylor. 

"Come, angel. Come and sit with me." Master took Glen's hand and led him to the chairs in front of the window. 
Instead of allowing Glen to sit in the other chair, he pulled the blonde into his lap and gently urged Glen to rest 
his head on Master's shoulder. "I know you know what is going to happen," He began in a soft voice. "but there 
is nothing to be done about it now, pet. | will die and you will go on with Taylor.” 


At the word, ‘die’, Glen whined and wound an arm around Master's chest. 


"Shush, now" Master cooed and ran his shaking hand through Glen's hair. "You will always be my precious angel. 
You saved my life once upon a time." 


"Then let me do it again!" The little one cried. 


Master gave a soft, sad laugh. "If only you could this time. | have discussed everything with Taylor. He will 


take very good care of you. He loves you so much, my darling." 

"| know." 

"| will always be with you, you know that" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"We've had a wonderful time together, haven't we?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"| wouldn't change a thing," 

Sir?" 

"Yes, pet?" 

"Will you.." Glen paused, ducking his head under Master's chin. "will you do it one more time?" 

When Taylor returned with a pot of tea and a cup and saucer on a tray, he found Glen, naked, on all fours on 
Master's bed. Master stood over him with a cane in his hand. There were already three bright red lines 


across the blonde's ass. His face was red and tear-stained. 


"Put it on the table beside my chair, please, and then join Glen on the bed" Master panted. Even just three 


swats had taken a lot out of the weakened man 

Taylor quickly obeyed. He climbed onto the bed beside Glen and gave Master his ass, flipping the little skirt up 
onto his back After he received three swats with the cane and Glen received three more, Master was visibly 
spent and moved back to his chair, ignoring the tea. 

"| wish to watch now." 

Neither pet moved. 


"Now!" Master barked. 


Glen was too stunned to move. He could feel the end was very, very near. He sniffled and began to move 
toward the edge of the bed in an attempt to fall at Master's feet. Taylor caught his wrist, however, and 
moved him onto his back in the center of the bed. When Glen struggled, Taylor pinned him down and stared 
into his eyes. This is what Master wants, he tried to make Glen understand. This is Master's dying wish. When 


Taylor felt the other pet's body relax, he pressed his own down onto Glen, seizing his mouth in a long, deep 
kiss. He lay kisses down the other's body, finally taking him into his mouth. Glen let out a shriek of anguish, his 
hips rising off the bed, his eyes squeezed shut. 


Master peacefully slipped away. 


Taylor found Glen sitting on the weathered wooden bench overlooking the gulf. The olive tree had grown 
beautifully, providing shade from the harsh sun. He sat down beside his husband and took his hand. 


"Fifteen years today 

"| know! 

"Thank you." 

"For what?" 

"For loving him" Glen smiled a soft smile and then slid from the bench to the ground. He kissed his fingertips 


and then placed them on the stone slab which read, "Dave Mustaine. Beloved friend and partner. May angels 
lead you home. Master, mine." 


